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that he had spoilt 'a good play with a hopeless last
curtain. He stood there and fingered his chin.
I wondered whether he was listening. Suddenly,
his eyes lifted from the ground to which they had
been glued. He looked at me, agreed that it was
a contradiction in view of what he had said about
bowing to the King of kings, and added : " For
your sins 111 punish you by making you sit opposite
me at table/' So another card arrived from one
of his numerous followers. I certainly had moved
fast. First the admission card, then the card to
the raised platform, then the card to the high table.
I was quite sure that of that select gathering at his
table, I was the least important, or perhaps the most
unimportant, but I certainly was the most deserving.
I had made the only constructive point that
evening, and the others round me were there
merely because of their standing or their
reputation.
At a large oblong table we sat, Buchman taking
the head at the centre, and I had a seat directly
opposite him. I was quite impressed with the
surroundings, having Beveiiey Nichols on my left
and an English peer somewhere across the table.
But it made me forget all about the Groups, all
about the religion which they proposed to resurrect
from the past, and to serve up in cellophane after
being carefully polished by the staunch workers at
Buchman's side. I was interested in Beverley